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Sacred Heart Statue 


This statue, ornate in appearance, has a receptacle at the base for 
a Vigil Light Glass, which makes it convenient and attractive for home 
devotions. One Statue (13 inches in height), one Ruby Glass, and one 
dozen Vigil Lights will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of $2.50. 


WILL & BAUMER CANDLE CO., Inc. 


162 N. Franklin Street, Chicago, Il. 














THE NEWEST FIRST COMMUNION SETS 


“‘¥ MAGINE the joy of having one of these sets! A white handbag 

for girls, a black wallet for boys! Made of extra strong leatherette 
to stand long wear. Girls’ prayer-book has celluloid covers in full color; 
boys’ has black leather covers. Both have gold edges. Each set has a 
lovely rosary, pin and scapular. Money cannot buy a finer gift. 

State whether set is for boy or girl. Place orders at once to avoid 
any disappointment. Price each only $1.00. Postage 6¢. 

Address: Catechetical Guild, 120 E. Fifth Street, St. Paul, Minn. 


TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 
Printed and published monthly in English and in German by the 
Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri, under a 
Benedictine Father. 
Subscription Price, per year, $1.00. Foreign countries, $1.25. 
Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1907, at the post office 
at Clyde, Missouri, under the Act of Congress of March 3, 1897. Ac- 
ceptance for mailing at special rate of postage provided for in section 
1108, Act of October 3, 1917, Authorized July 17, 1918, 




















for NEW Subscriptions to * 


“Tabernacle and Purgatory” 


For 5 NEW Subscriptions ““ For 4 NEW Subscriptions 


The Golden Book — a complete 
prayer-book devoted to the Blessed 
Virgin; it contains also special 
prayers for the sick and dying. 
This would make an ideal Mother’s 
Day gift. OR: — 

First Communion Set — con- 
sisting of a prayer-book, a rosary, 
a Mt, Carmel scapular, and a re- 
membrance medal; all enclosed in 
an attractive box making a charm- 
ing gift to a First Communicant. 


Free Subscription to ‘Taber- 
nacle and Purgatory” for one year, 
or one year’s renewal. A gift 
subscription would make an excel- 
lent birthday remembrance to some 
relative or friend. OR: — 

Jesus in the Hearts of Little 
Children — an ideal First Com- 
munion prayer-book, black or 
white leather binding, gold edge. 
A prayer book which would delight 
any child. 
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For 3 NEW Subscriptions 


A Rosary — black cocoa beads 
on durable silver chain. OR: — 

Jesus in the Hearts of Little 
Children — a charming prayer- 
book for children, very suitable 
for First Communion. Durable 
cloth binding, colors: black, white, 
blue or rose. 


For 2 NEW Subscriptions 


6% in. statue, either of the 
Sacred Heart of Jesus or the 
Blessed Virgin, in ivory finish; 
ideal companion statues. BOTH 
will be sent for 4 new subscrip- 
tions when desired. OR: — 

St. Christopher Auto Medal — 
in bronze or oxidized silver. St. 
Christopher is patron saint of 
travellers, particularly of automo- 


f 


For 1 NEW Subscription 


Devotion to Mary — an appeal- 
ing 64-page booklet which explains 
the advantages of venerating the 
Blessed Virgin. And 

True Veneration of the Sacred 
Heart — an inspiring 64-page book- 
let which will instill a greater love 
for the Sacred Heart. OR: — 

Three blessed medals of alu- 
minum — St. Benedict, St. Jude 
and Miraculous Medal, or one 
medal of oxidized silver either of 
the Infant of Prague, the Miracu- 
lous Medal, St. Benedict, St. Jude, 
or the Little Flower. OR: — 


Manual of Prayers— A handy 
vest pocket size prayer-book con- 
taining Mass prayers, devotions 
for confession and Communion, 
Epistles and Gospels; cloth bind- 





bilists. A practical gift. 
Py) 


(Please mention 


ing, red edge. 380 pages. 


premium desired) 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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WE RERONES REE MERE ERE MERE ARE 


Virgin, Qucen and Mother 
GAD-OA 


® thou Maid, by sin untainted 
Mary, intercede for me; 

Birgin, God's ofvn spotless Mother, 
Hear thy child imploring thee! 


® thou purest Rose of heaven, 
Heaven's blossom as thou art, 

Let the roots of thy sfueet virtues 
Pierce my poor, unfvorthy heart! 


Dazzling Star in are cerulean, 
Fefvel from all tarnish free, 

Thou hast drafen me to thy beauty, 
Let me never stray from thee. 


®ueen above all other fomen, 
Jesus, hom fe all adore, 

Bids us in thy gracious shadofe 
Linger, sheltered evermore. 
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Tabernacle and Purgatory 


A monthly periodical devoted to the Most Blessed Sacrament and the consolation 
of the Poor Souls. Price $1.00; Canada, $1.25. Published with the approval of Most Rev. 
Charles Hubert LeBlond, Bishop of St. Joseph, and the Blessing of Pope Pius XI. 
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The Mother of God and Christian Womanhood 








@ 

' a EAVENLY bliss and sunshine flood the soul when with 
erly loving devotion we pronounce the Name of Mary. It 
is a Name indescribably harmonious, a Name of sweet- 
ness, a Name which refreshes the heart and exhilarates 
it with purest joy. The whole earth re-echoes at the 
sound of this sweet Name, which in ecstasies of joy 
is sung in heaven on harps of gold. Love never 
wearies of repeating this blest Name, for it is the 
Name of the Mother of Jesus and of our own Blessed Mother. — 
In Mary, God created the most wonderful ideal of human great- 
ness. After Jesus she is the most sublime masterpiece of the Creator, 
the most blessed fruit of the Redeemer, the sweetest delight of the 
Sanctifier. And this exalted, noble woman, whose beauty and glory 
overshadow that of the angels, is the Mother of all mankind. Mary 
Immaculate, in whom are embodied the most sublime beauty and holi- 
ness of womanhood and the most exalted dignity and greatness of 
motherhood, is the model, the. ideal of the Christian woman. 

Eve’s fall in paradise degraded the nature of woman, leaving her 
an ignoble inheritance, subject to life-long combats, poignant griefs 
and deep humiliations. But after centuries of painful longing and 
spiritual distress, Mary, the vanquisher of all that is base and ignoble, 
appeared. And since the second and more blessed Eve brought sal- 
vation to mankind through Christ, womanhood through Christendom 
has been exalted to unsuspected heights of honor and dignity. 
Mary is not only a shining example, but also a true guide to her 
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sisters on earth. In Mary, Holy Church places before the Christian 
woman her ideal as maiden, wife and mother. How inspiring and 
attractive to the noble-hearted Christian woman is this ideal of Mary, 
walking in the foot-steps of Jesus! Through Mary, the Christian 
woman is led heavenward in these unchristian times. 


Example of Maidens 


Mary, the Immaculate Virgin, is the model of every maidenly 
virtue, but particularly of modesty and holy purity. So great was her 
love for the angelic virtue of chastity that she preferred the glory of 
virginity to the glory of being the Mother of God. All her thoughts, 
words and actions breathed modesty and purity. With jealous care, 
she watched over the delicate lily of chastity. “Mary, more pure than 
the rays of the sun,” writes St. Jerome, “had nothing to fear from the 
poisoned breath of Satan; yet she lived in continual fear of anything 
that might tarnish her purity.” Although confirmed in grace, she 
distrusted her own strength, as if she were the most fragile of all 
creatures. She watched over her heart, her thoughts, her words, and 
all her senses, so as to avoid every occasion of sin. What a reproach 
to those young maidens who, blindly confiding in their feeble strength, 
rashly expose this tender virtue to danger and ruin! If Mary, so 
pure, so holy, was so careful to preserve this most delicate of virtues, 
what precautions ought we not to take who are so weak and inclined 
to sin, especially in the present age when dangers to this virtue sur- 
round us on every side? Let young maidens, therefore, imitate the 
example of the Immaculate Virgin by watchfulness and avoidance of 
dangerous occasions, and daily invoke her aid in preserving untarnished 
the white lily of purity. 


Model of Wives and Mothers 


The one predominating instinct which God places in the heart of 
woman is love. Behold, then, the “Mother of beautiful love” with the 
Divine Child in her arms or on her knee. See her solicitous love in 
Bethlehem, in Egypt, in the little home at Nazareth. She forgets self 
entirely; all her solicitude is for the Child and for her faithful spouse, 
St. Joseph, because the Heavenly Father’s will decreed it so. Her 
family is her little world, and oh, what wealth it encloses! She goes 
about her household duties in her little kitchen; she fills her water- 
pitcher at the well; she lights her fires and prepares her frugal meals, 
unattended by anyone save the angels who hover about her unseen... 

Christian wife and mother, gaze upon Mary as your guiding star, 
and found your domestic happiness upon a supernatural conception 
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of the state of matrimony. “Matrimony is one of the seven holy 
chalices which are filled to the brim with the Blood of Christ... It is 
the great sacrament of the Divine Savior-blessing upon mankind, com- 
parable to the sacrament of holy orders. The sacrament of holy orders 
consecrates the apostles of the Divine Redeemer-blessing; the sacra- 
ment of matrimony consecrates the apostles of the Divine Creator- 
blessing. In the silver cup of the sacrament of matrimony the blessing 
of the Creator is gathered up and passed on to the natural regeneration 
of mankind. In the golden cup of holy orders, the blessing of the 
Redeemer is passed on to the supernatural regeneration of mankind.” 
(Cardinal Faulhaber) 

A holy reverence for her God-given vocation and the virtwousness 
of the Christian wife bring the spirit of Nazareth and the happiness 
of Nazareth into wedded life. Her loving and unselfish devotedness, 
her pure, deep and strong love, which, like that of her model, Mary, 
has its source in God, overcomes all base and self-seeking inclinations. 
She lives only for God, for her husband and for her children. 


The Glory of Motherhood 


To the Christian mother, the Mother of God is the noble and 
sublime ideal of maternal love, solicitude and sacrifice for her God- 
given child. She keeps ever before her the beautiful picture of Mary 
and the Child Jesus. The most glorious adornment of the Christian 
mother is her children. The star which shone over the Mother at 
Bethlehem shines also above her head. Sinister forces today threaten 
the dignity of motherhood and the rights of children. The sanctity 
of motherhood cannot be too often nor too strongly stressed, particular- 
ly in our days, when noxious theories of parenthood are being so widely 
taught, and the so-called “old fashioned” ideals of home and family 
are giving way before the onslaught of modern neo-paganism. Let 
Christian mothers cling firmly to the Mother of’ God, and they will 
have the best security against these invasions of bold faithlessness and 
immorality. 

Mary’s exterior life was as simple and unassuming as that of 
hundreds of thousands of her sex. She, too, lived among sinners; 
trod the same thorny paths of earth as we; suffered life’s bitterest 
griefs and tasted its sweetest joys. With heroic fortitude she stood 
beneath the Cross of her Divine Son on Calvary. The Blood of her 
only, incomprehensibly loved Child streamed down upon her; His 
pains rent her heart. But she persevered till His last breath. And 
in this her most sorrowful hour she received mankind as her children, 
and lavished upon them the fulness of her maternal love. 
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After the Ascension of Jesus, Mary entered immediately upon her 
new office of mother of mankind and mother of the infant Church. 
But she did not rule; she did not preach like the apostles. She com- 
forted, encouraged, labored, sacrificed and prayed in true womanly 
fashion. Thus did she confound the pride of the daughters of Eve, 
misled in their too great zeal for liberty, honor and_ recognition. 
Always and everywhere, the glory of purity illumined her brow; from 
her eyes ever shone the most exalted spirituality, the most profound 
absorption in God. 

Behold, dear Christian woman, in Mary, Virgin and Mother, your 
way to Jesus, your joy in life and your blissful reward in heaven! Do 
you walk in this way? Do you always show yourself, in interior 
sentiments, in dress and demeanor, in word and deed, a sister of the 
Mother of God? 





Our Cover Design 





/ S OUR hearts turn with love to our Blessed Mother during this 
month dedicated to her honor, we can offer her no more glowing 
tribute of our veneration than the Litany of Loretto, with its 
many titles in praise of her virtues and her privileges. Like 
gems in the glorious crown of her Divine maternity are the 
virtues with which God endowed her to make her worthy of 
this sublime dignity. The symbols in the cover design repre- 
sent the following invocations: Tower of David-— Tower of 
ivory — House of gold — Gate of heaven— Morning star — Mirror 
of justice -—Seat of wisdom-—Cause of our joy— Vessel of honor. 

As the tower of David afforded protection and safety, so Mary affords us 
the most powerful protection and permits no harm to befall us if we have re- 
course to her.— In calling her Tower of ivory we indicate her comeliness and 
beauty, as also the firmness of her faith, her confidence in God, and of all her 
virtues. — The Temple of Solomon was called the House of gold because of its 
magnificent golden adornments. Mary deserves this title in a more eminent 
degree because of the riches of Divine grace with which she is adorned. — She 
is called the Gate of heaven because through her we received our Savior, who 
opened for us the gate of heaven closed by Adam's sin.— As the morning star 
precedes the rising sun, so Mary preceded Christ, the Sun of Justice, announcing 
the day of salvation; and, like the rays of the bright morning star, her splendor 
illumines the darkness of the world.— By saluting Mary as the Mirror of 
justice we honor her as our most perfect model in the observance of the law of 
God. — Mary is called Seat of wisdom because in her Eternal Wisdom became 
incarnate, and because she was always guided by the wisdom of God. — We 
salute her as the Cause of our joy because, among other reasons, we received 
through her the sublime gift of the Blessed Sacrament, which is the source of 
true spiritual joy for us.— We call her Vessel of honor, because her soul 
resembles a vessel filled with every grace, and because all honor is due her as 
the Mother of God. 
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Our Mothers — by Grace and by Nature 





| OTHER! The sound of this blest name is more pleasing 
to our ears than that of the sweetest music. No earthly 
instrument can sound a chord so deep as that struck 
by the single word: Mother. After the Holy Names of 
Jesus and Mary, it is the most beautiful word the 
human tongue can utter. In it are embodied the depths 

of devotion and the boundless love of all mothers. — 
At a very dawn of life, the tiny babe finds its first place of 
refuge on the bosom of its mother, and for all of childhood’s pains 
and woes it is the mother who is the unfailing consoler. Even 
the grown man, storm-tried and weather-beaten, feels a peace steal 
into his troubled heart under the kind caresses and soothing words of 
his mother. And how often a prodigal child, seemingly immune to 
any softening influence, will yield to the gentle reproaches of a de- 
voted and loving mother. 

Mother! How sublime that title, how holy and exalted in the 
eyes and heart of every faithful child! All that is noble and beautiful, 
all that is good, forgiving, resigned, all that denotes love and heroic 
self-sacrifice, is combined and united in the one word: Mother. Nature 
has indelibly engraven her image upon our soul, and should the mighty 
oceans flow over it, they would never succeed in washing away the 
memory of our mother. 


Mary, Our Heavenly Mother 

Exalted above all earthly mothers is our Heavenly Mother, Mary. 
We are privileged to call her by the sweet name of Mother, and with 
what a tender love do we not feel drawn to her, finding our greatest 
joy and happiness in remaining ever in her blessed company. Near 
to Mary, our heart is filled with a tranquil peace and interior joy, a 
happiness so complete that no human words are capable of expressing 
it. Ah, then do we cry out to her from the depths of our souls: 
“Sweet Mary, thou art my Mother; I am thy child.” 

Thou art my Mother! Thou didst become our mother in joy in 
that sublime hour when thou gavest birth to Jesus Christ, our elder 
Brother, and with Him thou didst also give life to us. But especially 
at the foot of the Cross didst thou become our Mother in sorrow, when 
with His dying breath Jesus gave thee to us in the person of St. John, 
with the words: “Woman, behold thy son — Son, behold thy Mother!” 

Our earthly mothers have indeed given us much in giving us our 
bodily existence, but a truly devoted mother, in imitation of Mary, 
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does not rest content in having given her child its natural life. She 
raises her mind to its eternal and supernatural welfare, holding this 
as by far the more important. Such a mother would say to her son 
as did St. Blanche: “My child, I love you very much, but I would 
rather see you dead at my feet than to have you ever commit a single 
mortal sin.” 

If earthly mothers can be animated by such noble desires and 
motives, how much more Mary, our heavenly Mother, who has for 
us only the purest and most noble affection. Well does she realize 
that we have become her children through the bitter Passion of her 
Divine Son. As she was united with Him in His search for souls during 
the weariness of His apostolic labors, she also stood beneath the Cross 
with a sword-pierced heart, enduring with Him all the frightful suffer- 
ings of His painful agony and death. She heard His heart-rending 
petitions to the Heavenly Father, those painful utterances from His 
torn and bleeding Heart. At the foot of the Cross, in inexpressible 
sorrow and anguish, she became the Mother of all the human race, and 
she knows the inestimable value of those souls entrusted to her keeping. 

Ah, Mary, our Mother, thou knowest well how dearly our souls 
have cost thy Divine Son. How couldst thou, then, forsake us who 
have been given to thee as thy children? Be then, O Mary, our true 
Mother, and fashion us according to the likeness of thy Son, our 


Brother. 
Our Mother, Most Prudent 


Mary is our most prudent Mother, free from all human folly. 
Far above the realm of merely natural love, in the bright light of 
eternity, she apprehends and measures everything in its true value. 
But we, like imprudent children, how often do we not snatch at the 
vanities of earth which glitter and attract us by their brilliancy! And 
how often, alas! do we not throw away the jewels of eternal worth 
because they are hidden away in the commonplace events of our every- 
day lives! We crave for the fleeting, perishable joys of earth, and 
forget that our souls will endure forever. This childish behavior Mary 
cannot sanction or support. Let us remember this when we come to 
her with our petitions, thinking that without doubt they must be 
granted. Our prayers are indeed always heard, but the time and cir- 
cumstances we must leave to our tender and wise Mother. She knows 
what is for our good, and will always provide those gifts which are 
for our best, if we but confide in her. Just as no earthly mother would 
give to her child a poisoned drink, because the child, attracted by its 
bright color, pleaded for it, so does Mary withhold from us those 
answers to our prayers which she knows would only serve to harm us. 
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I am thy child. Dear Mother, thou canst soothe the fever and 
unrest of our souls, and grant us that heavenly wisdom which despises 
the fleeting pleasures of earth. With thee, we can find sweet peace and 
a sure haven of refuge from the cares of this troubled world. Some- 
thing unspeakably pleasant and soothing takes possession of us in thy 
presence. It is as though our cares had already vanished because 
thou art near. 

Mary! How meet is the thought of thee to rejoice our restless 
hearts! Thou dost bless us, and dost draw us up into the stainless 
spheres of thy purity and beauty. We cannot associate with a good 
and innocent person without becoming better, but in thy presence, 
O Mary, streams of glowing purity surround us to lift us far above 
the gratification of our earthly passions, to find sweet peace and rest 
with thee. Be then, O Mary, ever our good and vigilant Mother! 
Draw us along the sure way which leads to thy Divine Son and to 
unending joy with thee in His eternal kingdom! 





Mother’s Day 





HE inspiring and worthy custom of observing Mother’s Day on 
the second Sunday in May was firmly established in 1914, when 
our Government proclaimed that day a national holiday. Thus 

does our nation show how it reveres and honors motherhood. The 
observance of Mother’s Day during-the month of May likewise har- 
monizes with the spirit of the Church, since the month of May has been 
dedicated especially to Mary Immaculate — the Mother of all mankind. 

Nature itself, as well as the direct command of God, teaches us 
that nothing is more just and reasonable than that children should 
honor those who brought them into the world and reared them at the 
cost of great anxiety and solicitude. It has been said that, since God 
could not take our care into His own hands, personally, He made 
mothers to act as His vicars. 

Good Christian mothers are the salt of the earth. They are the 
mainstay of every nation. Upon Catholic mothers more than upon 
others the salvation of the world depends, for they become the co- 
operators, as it were, in God’s plan, which is that the happiness of the 
world is bound up intimately with the holiness and happiness of every 
individual home. Napoleon was once asked by a noted French woman 
of what he considered France to be most in need: whether it were 
soldiers, statesmen or great generals. To all of these queries, Napoleon 
answered with an emphatic “No.” When the woman persisted in her 
question, he said simply: “Jt is good mothers.” 
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Alas! how regrettable it is that nowadays the sacred flame of 
mother-love too often lights the fires of vanity, egotism and world- 
liness in the hearts of children, by making their tender young hearts 
too conscious of merely external beauty and the frivolities of life, to 
the neglect of lessons in solid Christian virtue and self-denial. Did 
such mothers but realize that next to the altar-stone for the Divine 
Sacrifice, there is no place more holy than a good mother’s lap, where 
tiny hands are folded in prayer, and pure and innocent hearts are 
taught the sublime truths of our holy Faith, and are imbued with the 
ideals of lasting beauty and truth! It has been said that to be a good 
wife and mother suffices to merit heaven; it is a vocation as real as 
that of the missionary or the martyr. 


A Worthy Tribute of Love 


Let us, then, make this Mother’s Day a white-winged messenger 
of affection and consolation to our mothers. Let us give to them a 
worthwhile tribute of love, by offering Holy Mass and Holy Com- 
munion for them on that day. Thus we can present to our mother, 
if she be still with us in this vale of exile, a gift infinite in value, a 
gift she will cherish far more than earthly treasures; and should she 
have passed before us to the realms of eternity, we can still offer for 
her soul the precious gift of Holy Mass and Holy Communion, and 
she will bless us for the remembrance. Let this Mother’s Day be a 
tribute to the sanctity of the Faith by which we are saved, a tribute 
which honors our earthly mothers above all created things, and which 
honors our Heavenly Mother, the Virgin of virgins, by the pledge that 
we shall strive to make our lives all that she would wish them to be: 
honest, sincere, upright, religious, firm in the practice of that perfect 
love for God and man which will make us her most dear children. 





The Giver of All Good Gifts 


HE Holy Ghost dispenses heavenly treasures with bound- 

less liberality, for He is Eternal Love, and fo give 
affords Him more pleasure than we experience in receiving. 
But He places as a condition to their bestowal that we ask for 
them and prepare ourselves for their reception. An excellent 
means of doing this is to MAKE A NOVENA in preparation 
for the Feast of Pentecost, which this year will extend from 
May 23d to May 3lst. Our 64-page booklet Devotion to 
the Holy Ghost, in addition to a short, inspiring treatise on the Holy Ghost 
and His operations, contains many beautiful prayers suitable for a novena. 
Each 10¢. Reduction for quantities. Postage extra. 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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Through Mary to Jesus 








jN A calm and sunny day, the waves of the sea lap softly 
| against the rocky cliffs of a Norwegian fiord. Shim- 
mering waters gleam brightly against the dark back- 
ground of the rocks, forming a picture entrancing to the 
eye. But there is danger lurking amid the beauty, for 
the dancing waters serve but to conceal hidden reefs 
and shoals. To encounter a storm in these narrow 
straits is almost certain destruction, and many a sad 
tale of shipwreck is told by the dwellers along the coast. 

Among these tales is a touching story of a devoted mother who 
was returning to her old home in Norway, with her six-months-old 
child, to be present at the bedside of a dying loved one. When the 
ship on which she was sailing reached the narrow straits of the fiord, 
a raging storm arose. For days the ship’s crew valiantly battled winds 
and waves, but a sudden rush of water at length dashed the ship against 
a treacherous reef, and all on board knew that death was certain. 
Helpless because of the high wind and waves, the coast-town people 
could only watch the battle from the shore. When the storm had at 
length abated, life-boats were instantly launched, but all lives had 
- been lost and there remained no trace of the ship’s passengers. The 
rescuers were sadly returning to shore when they perceived on a pro- 
jecting rock the body of a woman with her child. The mother, 
apparently, had died but a short time before, but incredible as it 
seemed, the child was alive and sleeping peacefully at her side. It 
lay close to its mother’s bosom, from which a stream of blood had 
oozed. At once they understood that the heroic mother had sacrificed 
her life to spare that of her child. Alone on that rocky cliff for days, 
she had doubtless realized that starvation faced them both, but that if 
rescuers would come soon, the life of her child might yet be saved. 
A mother’s love is inventive, and so with a sharp rock, she had cut 
a gash into her breast, that the child might find nourishment in her 


own life’s blood. 
Our Saving Food 

May we not find in this touching story an analogy to our own 
voyage over life’s surging sea? Storms rage, hidden reefs lie in our 
pathway, spiritual starvation threatens; but lo! our tender Mother 
Mary offers for our nourishment the saving Flesh and Blood of her 
Divine Son in the pure white Host. For was not the sacred Body of 
Jesus formed from the most pure blood of Mary? and was not His 
Precious Blood drawn from her immaculate Heart? 
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In the motherhouse of the Trappist order, “Notre Dame de la 
Trappe,” there is above the altar of the Blessed Sacrament a picture 
of the Virgin with the inscription: “Let all who approach this holy 
altar remember that the sacred Food which is here received was formed 
from the most pure blood of the Blessed Virgin Mary.” 

Mary’s chaste bosom was that resplendent tabernacle into which 
the Eternal Word entered with unspeakable love at the time of the 
incarnation, that through Mary, He might communicate Himself to us. 
After years of ardent yearning, she, as a spotless Bride, celebrated her 
nuptials with the Eternal Son of God. With what longing had Mary 
awaited the advent of the Redeemer! With what love did she receive 
Him into her immaculate bosom, and serve Him. all during the time 
of His mortal life! For Him and with Him, she gathered the precious 
violets of humility during those years at Nazareth, and with Him she 
gathered the scarlet roses of love along the dolorous Way of the Cross. 
Ah, truly Jesus and Mary can never be separated! 

Let us remember this when we prepare to receive Jesus in Holy 
Communion. ‘We can prepare for those sublime moments of interior 
union, of blessed familiarity with Jesus, in no way better than by 
uniting our sentiments with those of the Blessed Virgin.* Then we 
shall never be among those unfortunate ones who draw little or no 
fruits from the Divine Food received at the Royal Table, Before we 
approach the Banquet of the King, let us beg of Mary to purify our 
hearts from all their stains, and to adorn them with the flowers of her 
virtues, her immaculate purity and ardent love. Let us pray: “O 
Mary, my dearest Mother, come with me to receive Jesus. Give me 
thy loving heart as a throne for my King.” Let us go to the Holy 
Table in company with ‘Mary. The moment of Holy Communion is 
our moment of grace, the moment of most intimate union with the 
Bridegroom of our souls. As of yore the Virgin Mother placed the 
Divine Child in the arms of the shepherds and the three holy kings, 
so now will she place Him in the tabernacles of our hearts. 

And when we have received Jesus, when we rest upon His most 
loving Heart, becoming one with Him, let us make our adoration and 
thanksgiving in union with Mary, and with her let us make atonement 
for careless, yes even sacrilegious Holy Communions. With Mary, 
let us present to Jesus all our difficulties, our desires and our intentions; 





*We recommend to our readers our 64-page booklet ‘Communion 
Devotions in Union with Mary,” as an aid to drawing near to Jesus in 
Holy Communion through Mary. The simple and beautiful Communion 
devotions are composed in the spirit of Blessed de Montfort. 5¢ each; 
reduction for quantities. Postage extra. 
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Jesus gladly grants us what we ask through His beloved Mother, if it 
be for our good. 

If thus we begin the day with Jesus and Mary, we shall return 
more bravely to the busy world to earn our daily bread and carry our 
daily cross. There will be joy in our hearts and strength in our wills 
to fight the battles of life courageously. We will cherish the golden 
motto: “My work is all for Jesus, and for its accomplishment I am 
in absolute dependence upon Mary.” Then in spite of the disappoint- 
ments, hardships and sacrifices we may encounter, there will be in our 
hearts an unceasing canticle of love and praise to Jesus, and a con- 
tinued Magnificat in honor of His Virgin-Mother. 





Mary, Queen of Purgatory 





” 


been acclaimed as “Queen.” She is venerated as Queen 
of heaven and earth, Queen of the angels and saints, 
Queen of martyrs, of confessors, of doctors, of virgins; 
and during this verdant, spring month we delight to 
address her as Queen of the May. Raised above all 
creatures by her Divine maternity, Mary is truly queen 
and sovereign of the whole created universe, queen with- 
out restriction or limit. Holy Church is pleased to proclaim this 
truth time and time again when she places the beautiful words of the 
“Salve Regina” on the lips of her priests and faithful children, — 
“Hail, holy Queen.” 

Another title which is very dear to Mary, but which is not so well 
known, is that of Queen of Purgatory. Mary is Queen of purgatory 
by right of her own perfect sinlessness; by her Immaculate Conception 
she has been placed high on a throne of glory as the one perfectly 
sinless soul. She reigns as queen also by virtue of the sufferings which 
made her Queen of martyrs, and above all by virtue of the power 
which is given to her by her own Divine Son. St. Bernardine of 
Siena says: “As far as the Son’s Redemption extends, so does also 
the power of the Mother.” And he continues: “Mary is supreme in 
the kingdom of purgatory...she exercises, so to say, absolute sov- 
ereignty over the suffering souls, in mitigating their pains and in de- 
livering them from their sad imprisonment.” 

Queen and Mother 

But Mary is not only Queen in purgatory, she is Mother also. 

She became the mother of all men at the foot of the Cross, and can we 
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doubt that her maternal solicitude is most tenderly exercised in behalf 
of those souls who must languish in the purging flames until their 
debt of expiation is paid? To the servant of God, St. Bridget, the 
Blessed Virgin deigned at one time to speak thus: “I am the Mother 
of God and the Mother of all those who are in purgatory. It pleases 
God that through my prayers the punishment due to them on account 
of their sins may be mitigated and alleviated...There is no pain in 
purgatory which, through me, cannot be rendered easier and more 
bearable.” It has also been said that the Name of Mary rejoices the 
suffering souls in purgatory, as a word of consolation gives courage 
to an invalid stretched out on a bed of pain. 

If the faithful on earth and the saints in heaven are eager to help 
their suffering brethren in purgatory, how much more zealously will 
Mary exercise her power there? Truly she is an inexhaustible fountain 
from which mercy flows to those who are in misery. Her love for the 
suffering souls knows no bounds, for they are destined one day to 
form a part of the celestial court in heaven before the throne of the 
Lamb, and her motherly solicitude longs to see them enjoying the 
unspeakable beatitude of their eternal portion. 

Mary is as a brightly shining star of hope for the poor souls. 
The sight of her, or of the angels she sends into the place of torment, 
is as a brilliant star lighting up the darkness of their night, as a drop 
of cool, refreshing water on parched lips. Many holy souls have re- 
vealed that Mary, herself, does not disdain to penetrate into the realms 
of pain, where she, like the radiant dawn, diffuses the rays of conso- 
lation and comfort. St. Bernardine of Siena says that Mary visits 
the poor souls, to provide for their wants, to lessen their torments, to 
aid and support them as a loving mother does her suffering children. 

It is probable that the feasts of Our Lady are privileged days of 
relief and deliverance for the souls in purgatory. Gerson teaches, in 
his paraphrase of the Magnificat, that on the glorious day of the 
Assumption of the Blessed Virgin Mary an immense multitude of souls 
are delivered at her request and follow her in procession into heaven. 
Denis the Carthusian, and others, extend the same prerogative to all 
the feasts of Mary. 

Let us, then, draw a practical conclusion from these beautiful 
truths. Let us recommend our dear departed, and all the suffering 
souls, to the Mother of God, the Queen of purgatory. Let us give to 
her our prayers and sufferings, that she may unite them with her own 
unspeakably great merits and apply them for the relief of the helpless 
sufferers in purgatory. As Mary is the channel of grace for sinners 
upon earth, so is she the channel of consolation for the poor souls. 




















Heavenward! 
Feast of the Ascension, May 21st 








NE of the principal solemnities of the ecclesiastical year 
is that of the Ascension of our Lord into heaven, forty 
days after Easter. That the Church considers it as such 
is proved by the fact that she daily commemorates in 
a particular manner, in the holy Sacrifice of the Mass, 
not only the Passion and resurrection, but also the 
ascension of her Divine Spouse. This is the mystery 
which placed the final seal upon the work of our Re- 


demption and exalted our human nature to the throne of the Divinity 


in heaven. 

After His resurrection, our Lord spent forty days on earth, com- 
forting and encouraging His disciples, confirming them in the faith 
of His resurrection, and instructing them in the mysteries of His king- 
dom. On the fortieth day He went with them to the Mount of Olives, 
according to a pious tradition, and having bestowed upon them His 
last blessing, He ascended visibly to heaven before their eyes, until 
a cloud interposed and hid Him from their sight. 

In spirit, let us follow our Savior to His heavenly home. With 
what triumph and joyous exultation the heavenly legions advance to 
meet Him and accompany Him to His Father’s throne! He brings 
with Him into the regions of eternal bliss the patriarchs, the prophets, 
and all the just of the Old Law, and presents them to His Father as 
the first ftuits of the purchase which He made upon earth with His 
Precious Blood. Do not our hearts thrill with joy on beholding our 
human nature, in the person of our Divine Lord, raised above all the 
seraphim and cherubim, and seated at the right hand of God? Qh, 
let us pour out to Him our acts of love and congratulation, and greet 
Him in the spirit of His devoted spouse St. Gertrude: “I greet Thee, 
O Jesus, in Thy ascension joys!” 
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By His ascension our Lord took possession of the kingdom of 
heaven, not only for Himself, but also for us. He purchased this 
kingdom for us with His own Blood. He opened to us its golden 
portals by His bitter sufferings and death. He showed us the way to 
this blessed kingdom by His resurrection. And by His ascension He 
has, as it were, given us a pledge of our one day coming to reign 
there with Him. 

What a comfort it is to know that we have a tender Father in 
heaven, in the person of our Redeemer, who takes exceedingly to heart 
our welfare and our interests! He is there at the same time as our 
most affectionate Brother, who loves us with an incomparable love. 
He is there as a most faithful Mediator and Advocate, who ever pleads 
for us‘with the powerful eloquence of His sacred Wounds, which He 
continually presents to His Heavenly Father in our behalf. He is there, 
finally, as our High Priest, who, to make atonement for our sins, 
carried into the heavenly sanctuary not the blood of oxen or of goats, 
but His own Most Precious Blood, which He shed to obtain for us an 
everlasting Redemption. 


Our Spiritual ‘‘Ascension’”’ 


At Easter time, Holy Church exhorted us to imitate the resur- 
rection of our Lord by a spiritual resurrection from the death of sin 
to a life of grace. She now exhorts us also to imitate His ascension 
by a spiritual ascension into heaven and by dwelling there in spirit 
with Him; that is, by detaching our hearts from earthly things and 
devoting their affections to our Divine Lord, whom we ought to love 
above all things. — O happy ascension of love, whjch teaches the soul 
to find in some measure a heaven upon earth, and interiorly to have 
her conversation always in heaven, no matter in what occupation or 
company she may be exteriorly engaged! ’ 

In order to ascend with our Lord into heaven, we must first throw 
off the shackles of our vices and evil concupiscences which bind us to 
earth, — or rather, bind us to Satan and make us his slaves. And lest 
the evil passions of pride, avarice, sloth, and their companion vices 
and passions, should be more powerful in drawing us away from Jesus 
than His influence is in drawing us after Him into heaven, let us beg 
of Him, through His triumphant ascension, to break all the bonds which 
keep us from ascending with Him. Let us implore Him, by the pre- 
cious gift of His grace, to set us at liberty from the entanglements of 
this world, that our hearts may soar upward on the wings of love and 
find their repose in Him. 
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Two First Communicants 


T WAS May in the beautiful Rhineland. Blossoming 
peach and pear trees filled the air with their delicate 
fragrance, and the song of the nightingales echoed the 
joy of spring. Little wayside shrines, with their masses 
of ferns and spring blossoms banked at the feet of the 
Virgin, told of the fervent faith which animated the 
inhabitants of that fair country. In one of these way- 
side chapels, larger and more frequented than the others, 

e a touching image of the Mother of Sorrows hung above 
an ancient well. Here, many centuries- previously, St. Lambert, the 
apostle of that region, had baptized the throngs that came to him seek- 
ing salvation, and ever since then the people had attributed healing 
powers to the waters of the well. Here, too, the Queen of Heaven had 
poured out the waters of consolation and had comforted many an 
aching heart that came to seek solace at her feet. 


On the rustic priedieu at Mary’s feet now knelt a little maid of 
seven summers, raising suppliant hands and tear-dimmed eyes to the 
“Comfortress of the afflicted,’’ whose aid no one has ever sought in 
vain. This little girl was Louise S., one of the happy little ones of the 
village preparing to receive the Divine Guest for the first time in Holy 
Communion. Her piety and devotion edified all who knew her, and the 
sweet innocence and modesty of her behavior made her beloved by all. 
Among her companions there was none who could answer more cor- 
rectly and intelligently the questions of the catechism, or sing more 
sweetly the hymns of praise in honor of the Mother of God. Yet, as 
the joyful day of First Holy Communion approached, it was evident 
-that some secret sorrow was weighing upon Louise’s heart. Oftentimes 
her little cheeks were wet with tears, but to no one, not even her 
mother, would she confide the hidden cause of her grief. At other 
times she would slip out of the house unobserved and hasten to the old 
parish church, to hold childish converse with her Divine Friend in the 
tabernacle and pour out her sorrows into His sympathetic ear. Or, as 
on this morning, she would have recourse to the Mother of Sorrows in 
the wayside chapel, which was not far from her home. 

The sad face of little Louise offered a strange contrast to the 
smiling May morning as she rose from her knees and turned her steps 
homeward. Just outside the little chapel, she met the aged village 
pastor — the idolized and venerated friend of the children. ‘What is 
the matter, Louise?” he asked, noticing her reddened eye-lids and the 
tear-drops glistening on her cheeks. Louise tried to answer, but could 
not choke back her tears, nor stifle her sobs with her handkerchief. 
The good pastor drew her aside and gently urged her to confide to 
him the cause of her grief. 

“It is because my papa is not a Catholic,’’ she sobbed, “‘and he 
cannot go with me when I receive my First Communion. All the other 
children will have their papa and mamma with them, but mamma and I 
will have to go to receive Jesus alone.” Deeply touched, the good priest 
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consoled the little one as best he could, exhorting her to pray earnestly 
for her father, that he might one day also receive the grace of becom- 


ing a Catholic. 
Her Father’s Secret 


Late that same evening, there was a knock at the rectory door. 
To the pastor’s surprise, the visitor was Mr. S., the father of little 
Louise. ‘“‘Father,’’ he said with startling abruptness, “I have made up 
my mind to become a Catholic, and beg you to do me the kindness of 
instructing me.” ‘‘But how did you come to this decision?’ the priest 
asked, astonished at the seeming suddenness of his determination. 

“It is quite remarkable, Father, but I believe I owe it to my little 
daughter’s prayers. For some time past we noticed that Louise seemed 
to be carrying a secret sorrow in her heart, but neither her mother nor 
I could gain her confidence as to its cause. Tonight, however, I learned 
it unexpectedly. I happened to pass her door just at bed-time and saw 
her kneeling beside her little bed, sobbing and praying softly: ‘Dear 
Blessed Mother, please, oh please, ask Jesus to make my papa a good 
Catholic so that he can go to Holy Communion with mamma and me.’ 
The discovery that I was the cause of my child’s sorrow pierced me 
to the heart. I determined not to put off a moment longer what I had 
so often considered doing when I beheld the fervor of my children and 
the serene happiness of my wife in the practice of her holy Faith. So 
here I am, Father, and I beg you to make a Catholic of me, and to 
do it quickly.’ : 

From that time on, Mr. S. came secretly for instructions every 
evening. When his wife expressed misgivings about his being away 
from home so often, he calmed her fears by saying that important 
business required his attention, the nature of which he could not dis- 
close to her until a little later. But these nightly instructions did not 
satisfy his zeal. Often he prayed and studied at home until far into’ 
the night, though he revealed his secret to no one save the parish 
priest. Before long the pastor found him sufficiently well instructed 
to receive holy baptism and on the day preceding little Louise’s First 
Holy Communion he was received into the Church. His precious secret, 
however, he kept as a sweet surprise, to fill his little daughter’s heart 
with overflowing gladness on the morrow. 

Their Happiest Day 

At length the morning dawned — the morning of that happy day 
which was to bring to him and his dear ones such pure, heavenly joys. 
Shortly before eight o’clock little Louise, demure in her simple white 
dress and wreath of snowy blossoms, came, as was her custom, to re- 
ceive her father’s kiss before starting to Church. Her face glowed with 
happiness; yet, as her father stooped to embrace her, tears again 
glistened in her eyes. Then she noticed that a white rose adorned his 
coat lapel, and that he was wearing his best clothing. ‘‘Where are 
you going, Papa dear?” she asked, her voice betraying the sorrow which 
still weighed heavily upon her heart. “With you, my child,” he 
answered. ‘‘Would it not make you happy if I went to church with 
you?” “Oh, yes, Papa,” she answered, ‘“‘but —” thinking of the pain- 
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ful moment when she and her mother would have to leave him in the 
pew while they approached the altar railing. 

“And if I were to go with you to Holy Communion, would that 
make you still happier?’’ he asked, guessing the reason for her hesita- 
tion. “Yes, Papa dear, but — you would have to become a Catholic 
before you could do that.’’ Louise’s mother was waiting at the door 
to accompany her little 
one to church. She, too, 
felt keenly at times, and 
especially at this mo- 
ment of her child’s life, 
the difference of her 
husband’s faith, which 
placed a barrier between 
them despite the devoted 
affection of their hearts. 

“IT am a Catholic, 
dear, he said trium- 
phantly, “and I am go- 
ing to receive my First 
Holy Communion with 
you.” 

Mother and daughter 
gazed at him in aston- 
ishment, scarcely daring 
to take his words seri- 
ously. Then he told 
them of his weeks of 
earnest preparation, 
which had caused him 
to spend so many even- 
ings away from home, 
and of his reception into 
the Church on the pre- 
As Jesus delights to enter pure souls in Holy Communion, vious day. 

so do pure souls delight in receiving Him. Never did a happier 

trio wend their way to 
church than Louise and her beloved parents on that ever memorable 
morning. Their deep interior joy was mirrored in their faces —a joy 
which seemed a foretaste of heavenly bliss when they knelt side by side 
at the Holy Table and received the Bread of Angels into their hearts. 

But little Louise did not forget who it was that had obtained for 
them this great happiness. When they had returned once more to their 
home, she told her father of the many tears she had shed for him at 
Our Lady’s feet, and urged him to make a visit of thanksgiving with 
her to the little shrine. To this he gladly consented, and the early 
afternoon found them kneeling before the venerated image, offering 
fervent prayers of gratitude to the gracious Virgin, who, as St. Bernard 
says, has never been known to leave unaided anyone who implores her 
intercession. ; 
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As She Neared the Eternal Shore* 


(Continued ) 





Words uttered by St. Teresa of the Child Jesus during the last five months 
of her saintly life, faithfully recorded by her sister, Mother Agnes of Jesus. 
Many of these sayings are not recorded in the autobiography of the “Little 
Flower,” nor elsewhere. 

May 27, 1897 
AM quite satisfied that a circular appear about me. 
(It is the custom in the Carmelite Convents of 
France that a biographical notice is sent to all the 
convents of the Order, after the death of a Sister.) 
I cannot quite understand why some Sisters wish that 
none be sent out about them. It is so good to know 
one another; to know a little about those with whom 


we are going to live forever. 

Humility and faith emanate from these words. They manifest clearly St. 
Teresa's humility, showing her utter disregard of any praise which might be 
bestowed upon her. She realized that if there was anything good in her, it 
was from God, and to Him alone the glory was due. Sufferings from the in- 
consistency of human opinions had often fallen to the lot of the Little Flower. 
Gradually she had become so firmly anchored in God that human judgments, 
when adverse, did not trouble, the serenity of her heart; and when favorable, 
did not elate her genuinely humble soul. She was so thoroughly penetrated with 
the truth of A’Kempis’ golden’ maxim: “One is as much as he is in the sight 
of God and not more,” that self-complacency and pride no longer found entrance 
to her heart. On the threshold of eternity, she found herself detached from 
every pleasure and affection not of God, insensible, “equally to praise or blame. 
She herself testified that she understood “‘that without love, all works, even the 
most brilliant, are but nothingness,” and instead ‘of doing harm to her soul and 
wounding it, the gifts God lavished upon her led her all the more surely to Him. 

Faith, too, radiates from St. Teresa’s words. She looked upon the custom 
of issuing a circular about the departed Carmelites in the light of faith. She 
drew edification from these sketches, and rejoiced in the thought of one day 
being a companion of these holy souls, surrounding the throne of the Lamb in 
heaven. Her pure soul aspired to the enjoyment of those celestial affections 
which will form one of the transporting joys of the next life. There will be a 
close bond of holy friendship in heaven between the souls who have mutually 
assisted one another to despise the vanities of the world and taste the delights 
of Divine love. Paradise is the realization of all our highest desires, and one 
of the most imperative of our human nature is fo know and love forever those 
whom we have known and loved in fime. 








We spoke about her childhood. I told her about the remark 
our mother made to me when | was still a pupil at the Visitation 


* This translation has been made expressly for “Tabernacle and 
Purgatory.” Comments in small type are by Rev. B 
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of Le Mans: “I see nothing interests you but particulars about 
your little sisters, Celine and Teresa. I break my head to tell you 
some news, but sometimes it is hard.” I added: “I am convinced 
that mamma sometimes exaggerated your little faults to write me 
something highly interesting."’ Teresa answered simply: “I be- 
lieve you are right. Before my third year, it was really not nec- 
essary to scold me in the least to make me better. A single mild 
word would have sufficed, and would have sufficed for my whole 
life to make me see my mistake and be sorry for it.” 

Because of the delicacy of conscience cultivated by Teresa, because of the 
interior lights of the Holy Spirit, a look, a word, sufficed to make her perceive 
imperfections. She not only perceived the faults of her naturally impetuous 
disposition, even when so young as three, but according to her own statement, 
she had the light and strength to struggle against her childish failings. The 
dying words of any person are solemn, and by the above, Teresa testified to 
her practice of virtue from-earliest childhood. They give unmistakable evidence 
that even when very young, she sought God whole-heartedly, the forerunner 
of that sublime spirit of self-surrender which later prompted her to burst forth 
in that exultant Magnificat: ““O my God, Thy love has gone before me even 
from the days of my childhood; it has increased with my growth, and now it 
is an abyss, and I cannot sound its depths.” 





May 28, 1897 
I do not fear the last struggle any more than the greatest 
pains of my illness. From my tenderest years our dear Lord 
helped me and guided me by His hand. In Him | put my trust. 
I am sure that He will assist me to the end. It is possible that 
I shall have to suffer to the very extreme, but it will never be 
too much; of this I am certain. 


“In Him I have put my trust!’"— With a confidence unfaltering and un- 
shaken, Teresa leaned upon her unfailing support, Jesus. Hers was a loving 
confidence, a boundless confidence which has immeasurable power over the 
Heart of God. She had offered herself as a complete holocaust to Him who 
is Incarnate Love, who knows our miseries and who took upon Himself the 
physical weakness of our human nature. She had made an oblation of herself 
to Him who is Suffering Love, and her only desire was to suffer much to make 
Him much loved. She had surrendered herself to Him who is Transforming 
Love, realizing that it is only through pain that the transformation can be 
effected. She knew that He who is Infinite Love would sustain her amid the 
intensity of physical suffering, or the agony of interior dereliction. Her total 
abandonment to His holy will settled her in peace, nay, even in joy. She had 
died constantly to self in countless ways from the days of her childhood, when 
she pledged herself to refuse Him nothing. Death held no terrors for her who 
had “died daily.” On the contrary, her soul thrilled with joy at the thought 
of the blissful, eternal union which would be hers after she had laid aside the 
suffering body, the raiment of her soul. To be continued. 
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The Apostles’ Creed. 
First ARTICLE 


I believe in God, the Father Almighty, Creator of heaven and earth 
Continued 





God is Infinitely Beautiful 

EAUTY has this quality, that it charms and captivates the human 
B heart. Could we, with our bodily eyes, behold the Face of God, 
we should require no further admonition to fulfill the great 
commandment of Divine love, for we should be drawn by an irresistible 
impulse to love the all-beautiful God with all the intensity of our 
hearts. Could we form a correct representation of the ineffable beauty 
of God, we should regard all earthly beauty as dross, and love above all 
things the eternal beauty of our Lord and Creator. But because, as 
long as we are pilgrims of earth, we can neither see nor imagine His 
infinite beauty, God has mirrored in the face of nature some faint reflec- 
tions of His glory and majesty, that by the attraction of created beauty 
we might gain some knowledge of His all-surpassing, uncreated beauty. 
Ah, what grandeur and beauty is scattered broadcast over the 
whole earth, in rivers, lakes and oceans, in meadows, woods and moun- 
tains! Yet, as St. Thomas Aquinas says: ‘The beauty of all creatures 
is but a trace of the glory of the Creator.”’ If, then, the “traces” of 
God are so beautiful, how beautiful and lovable must not God Himself be? 
“Tf there is one Divine attribute rather than another,” writes Car- 
dinal Newman, ‘“‘which forces itself upon the mind from the contem- 
plation of the material world, it is the glory, harmony and beauty of 
its Creator. This lies on the surface of the world like light on a 
countenance, and addresses itself to all. To few men is it given to 
penetrate into the world’s system and order so deeply as to perceive 
the wonderful skill and goodness of the Divine artificer; and even that 
order itself which an investigation brings to view is admirable for its 
beauty. But the grace and excellence which beams from the very face 
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of the visible creation is cognizable by all, rich and poor, learned and 
ignorant... 

“Leave, then, the prison of your own reasonings; leave the town, 
the work of man, the haunt of sin; with the patriarch go forth to 
meditate in the field, and from the splendors of the work imagine the 
unimaginable glory of the Architect. Mount some bold eminence, and 
look back, when the sun is high and full upon the earth, when moun- 
tains, cliffs and sea rise up before you like a brilliant pageant, with 
outlines noble and graceful, and tints and shadows soft, clear and 
harmonious, giving depth and unity to the whole. And then go through 
the forest or fruitful field, or along meadow and stream, and listen to 
the distant country sounds, and drink in the fragrant air which is 
poured around you in spring or summer. Or go among the gardens 
and delight your senses with the grace and splendor, and the various 
sweetness of the flowers you find there. Then think of the almost 
mysterious influence upon the mind of particular scents, or the emotion 
which some gentle, peaceful strain excites in you; or how soul and body 
are rapt and carried away captive by the concord of musical sounds, 
where the ear is open to their power. And then, when you have ranged 
through sights and sounds and odors, and your heart kindles, and 
your voice is full of praise and worship, reflect, not that they tell 
you nothing of their Maker, but that they are the poorest and dimmest 
glimmerings of His glory, the very refuse of His exuberant riches, and 
but the dusky smoke which precedes the flame compared with Him who 
made them. Such is the Creator in His eternal, uncreated beauty, that, 
were it given to us to behold it, we should die of rapture at the sight. 


“He is so bright, so majestic, so serene, so harmonious, so pure. 
He so surpasses, as its prototype and fulness, all that is graceful, gentle, 
sweet and fair on earth; His voice is so touching and His smile so 
winning, while so awful, that we need nothing more than to gaze and 
listen, and be happy. Say not that this is not enough for love and joy. 
Even in sights of this earth, the pomp and ceremonial of royalty is 
sufficient for the beholder; he needs nothing more than to be allowed 
to see. And were we but admitted to the courts of heaven, the sight of 
Him, ever transporting, ever new, though He addressed us not, would 
be our meat and drink to all eternity.” 

The physical universe, however, though so magnificent to behold, 
is immensely inferior to the world of spirits, even to a single human 
soul. The beauty of the spiritual world exceeds that of the physical 
even as the beauty of heaven exceeds that of earth. It is said that if 
one were to behold the soul of one of the elect in heaven, clothed in 
all the splendor of heavenly glory, its dazziing beauty would lead one 
to believe it to be God Himself. 


Again, the beauty of the angels far surpasses that of the human 
soul. If Almighty God, by a wonderful influx of heavenly light, were 
to grant us the grace to behold the incomprehensible beauty of the 
angels, we would still have only a faint conception of the infinite beauty 
of God. For the infinite God possesses in Himself such inexhaustible 
treasures of beauty that He could create millions of angels in addition 
to those already created, and endow each in turn with a beauty and 
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perfection surpassing the other. And yet all this variety of incompar- 
able beauty could not be compared to the ineffable beauty of the in- 
finite God. 

Finally, if we were permitted to gaze upon the ravishing beauty 
and the dazzling glory of Mary Immaculate, the Queen of angels and 
saints, we should still have but an imperfect idea of, the indescribable 
beauty of God. The evil spirit once confessed, by the lips of a possessed 
person, that he would willingly suffer all the torments of hell until the 
day of judgment, if he might thereby merit the grace of beholding for 
a single moment the Adorable Face of his Creator. 

O unspeakable and unfathomable beauty of God! How infinitely 
amiable and wonderful art thou, and how infinitely dost thou surpass 
all imaginable representations of men! O all-beautiful God! With our 
whole hearts we rejoice in Thy infinite beauty, and we congratulate 
Thee in our own name and that of all creatures. What infinite com- 
placency dost Thou take in Thy majesty and what unfathomable joy 
and blessedness does the contemplation of Thy beauty afford Thee! 
This, Thy Divine beauty, is so ravishing, that Thou never turnest Thy 
gaze from it and art never satiated in its enjoyment. Yea, the more 
Thou dost contemplate Thyself, the more dost Thou rejoice in this 
infinite beauty. This is the true Divine felicity which Thou dost pos- 
sess from eternity to eternity, which Thou dost enjoy perfectly in Thy- 
self, and which fills the whole heavenly court with unspeakable bliss. 
Oh, may we be worthy one day to gaze upon the infinite beauty of Thy 
countenance and to rejoice forever in the enrapturing vision of Thy 
unending glory! 


God is Love 


“God is charity,” says the beloved disciple, ‘‘and he that abideth in 
charity, abideth in God and God in him” (1 John iv. 16). God is Love! 
We say not that He has love, but that He is Love! How shall we 
speak of this most Divine, most joy-inspiring of all His attributes? 
Here the most eloquent tongue can do no more than stammer, and the 
keenest intellect staggers under the weight of mystery. 

The love which God bears us is from eternity — infinite, as He 
is Himself. “I have loved thee with an everlasting love’’ He declares 
by the mouth of the prophet Jeremias (xxxi. 3). O incomprehensible 
mystery! that the Sovereign Lord of heaven and earth, who has no 
need whatever of us poor worms of earth, should love us with so great 
a love! And who can comprehend the immensity of His love? He who 
loves us is infinitely great; He loves us, not with a divided will, for 
His will is infinitely perfect and cannot be resolved into parts. He 
loves us, therefore, with His whole, indivisible will, and with all its 
power. 

To this infinite love of God we owe all the innumerable blessings. 
which continually descend upon us from His all-bountiful hand, — bene- 
fits so numerous that eternity will not suffice to reckon their number 
or to return thanks for them. What was it that impelled God to be 
so incomprehensibly good and generous toward us? Was it perhaps 
the benefits which He expected to receive from us in return? — But 
what do we possess which is not already His possession? Was it the 
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hope of our faithful service, our reciprocal love, our gratitude? — On 
the contrary, He knew that we would offend Him often and grievously, 
misuse His benefits, and repay His goodness with base ingratitude. 
Befng infinitely self-sufficient, He had no need of us to make Him 
happy, any more than the sun has need of the dim candle light to 
increase its glory. What, then, constrained God to create us and lavish 
upon us such unnumbered gifts? — Nothing else than His love — the 
purest, most unselfish, unbounded love. 

The love wherewith God loves us is infinitely tender — surpassing 
in tenderness the love of all human parents for their children. ‘Can 
a woman forget her infant?’’ He says by the lips of the prophet; “and 
if she should forget, yet will not I forget thee’ (Is. xlix. 15). His 
love is strong, for it overcomes all obstacles opposed to it by sinful and 
ungrateful men. It is all-embracing, for it excludes none; to all He 
desires to be a kind and loving Father. He loves each one of us as 
if we were the only being in existence. 

In no way did God manifest His love for us more wonderfully 
than by giving us His only-begotten Son to be our Redeemer. “Because 
of the unspeakably great love wherewith He loves us,’”’ says St. Paul, 
“He re-animated us in Christ who were dead in sin’’ (Ephes. ii. 4-5). 

The Son of God, too, surrendered Himself wholly for love of us. 
He took unto Himself a human heart so that He might love us with a 
human love which we could understand, and that thus He might teach 
us something of that infinite Divine love wherewith He has loved us 
as God from all eternity. The human love of the Sacred Heart of 
Jesus is the beautiful and true image of the eternal love of God for us. 
Jesus Christ came to show us how good God is, how wonderful is His 
love, how it is for our true good and happiness to love God above all 
things. And He showed this by revealing the goodness of God in His 
own life and character. 

Our Sublime Privilege 

Overwhelmed by the mystery of God’s love for us, are we not 
constrained to say with the beloved disciple: “Let us love God, because 
He hath first loved us’’? (1. John iv. 19.) The good God Himself desires 
that we should love Him, and has given us this precept as the first 
and greatest commandment: ‘‘Thou shalt love Thy God with thy whole 
heart, and with thy whole soul, and with thy whole mind” (Matt. 
xxii. 37). Marveling at the desire that we should love Him manifested 
by God in this precept, St. Francis de Sales exclaims: ‘‘Good God! How 
amorous the Divine Heart is of our love! Would it not have sufficed 
to publish a permission giving us leave to love Him? Ah, no! He 
makes a stronger deciaration of His passionate love of us, and com- 
mands us to love Him with all our power, lest the consideration of His 
majesty and our misery, which make so great a distance and inequality 
between us, might divert us from His love... Oh! if we were able 
to comprehend it, what obligation should we have to this Sovereign 
Good, who not only permits but even commands us to love Him! Ah! 
if God had forbidden man to love Him, what a torment would that 
have been to generous hearts! What efforts would they not make to 
obtain permission to love Him?... The damned would repute them- 
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selves blessed if they could entertain a hope of ever loving God; and 
the blessed would esteem themselves damned, if they thought they 
could ever be deprived of this sacred love... O heavenly love, how 
lovely art thou to our souls! And blessed be the goodness of God’ for 
ever, who so earnestly commands us to love Him, though this love is 
so desirable and so necessary to our happiness that without it we can 
but be miserable!” 

But in what does this love of God consist? we may ask. “He 
that hath My commandments and keepeth them, He it is that loveth 
Me,” says our Lord (John xiv. 21). The love of God, therefore, does 
not consist in sweet sentiments of the heart, but in the will to love 
Him and in the accomplishment of His holy will. In order to make it 
easy for us to love Him, God has implanted in our hearts a natural 
inclination to do so. He has made Himself the object of our hearts’ 
desires, as St. Augustine says so beautifully, and therefore they will 
be restless until they rest in Him. He has, moreover, provided us with 
abundant means of grace, and we need but be faithful in co-operating 
with His grace in order to attain to His perfect love. 

God’s Perfections but Dimly Outlined in Nature 

In concluding the subject of the attributes of God, we quote again 
from the inspiring writings of Cardinal Newman: “Such is the great 
God, so all-sufficient, so all-blessed, so separate from creatures, so in- 
scrutable, so unapproachable. Who can see Him? who can fathom 
Him? who can move Him? who can change Him? who can even speak 
of Him? He is all holy, all patient, all serene and all true. He says 
and He does; He delays and He executes; He warns and He punishes; 
He punishes, He rewards, He forbears, He pardons, according to an 
eternal decree, without imperfection, without vacillation, without in- 
consistency. 

“Thus the attributes of God, though intelligible to us on their 
surface — for from our own sense of mercy and holiness and patience 
and consistency we have general notions of the All-merciful and All- 
holy and All-patient, — yet for the very reason that they are infinite, 
transcend our comprehension and can only be received by faith, They 
are dimly shadowed out, in this very respect, by the great agents which 
He has created in the material world. What is so ordinary and familiar 
with us as the elements? what so simple and level to us as their 
presence and operation? Yet how their character changes, and how 
they overmaster us and triumph over us, when they come upon us in 
their fulness! ... So it is with the attributes of God. Our knowledge 
of them serves us for our daily welfare; they give us light and warmth 
and food and guidance and succor. But go forth with Moses upon the 
mount and let the Lord pass by, or with Elias stand in the desert amid 
the wind, the earthquake, and the fire, and all is mystery and darkness. 
All is but a whirling of the reason, and a dazzling of the imagination, 
and an overwhelming of the feelings, reminding us that we are but 
mortal men and He is God, and that the outlines which nature draws 
for us are not His perfect image, nor inconsistent with the lights and 
depths with which it is invested by revelation.” To be continued 














Little Lovers’ League 


EAR Little Lovers, on May 13th we shall celebrate the feast of 
D our Lady of the Most Blessed Sacrament, the special patroness 
of our Little Lovers’ League. This day should be very dear 
to each one of you, and we pray that our Heavenly Mother will have 
special graces for you on her feast day; above all, that she will obtain 
for you a glowing love for Jesus hidden in the Sacred Host. 
And what gift will you offer to your dear Mother on her feast day? 
Do you not think the custom of crowning Mary as Queen of the May is 
a beautiful one? Will you not, then, prepare for her a lovely wreath of 
roses —a garland of spiritual blossoms which she loves so much? 








The artist of the above picture has surrounded our Heavenly 
Mother with a wreath of flowers called the mystical rose — but here 
they are not the beautiful red, pink and golden-yellow roses which so 
delight our Mother’s heart. You can make them so, by offering her 
the glowing red roses of little acts of self-denial, the bright pink roses 
of acts of obedience, and the golden-yellow roses of deeds of kindness. 
The tender green leaves of her garland will be the many devout Hail 
Marys which you recite in thanksgiving for all the graces bestowed 
upon our beloved Mother. (For each little act or prayer you will color 
one of the roses, either pink, yellow or red, and the leaves a deep green.) 
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The six large roses in the wreath will be pure white roses with 
golden centers, representing rosaries offered in honor of our dear Mother. 
These are fewer in number to show how precious they are when added 
to your rose-wreath. The blossoms which adorn Mary’s crown will be 
the fairest of all—- Holy Masses and Holy Communions offered in her 
honor. These are deep red roses, which tell us that all Mary’s gifts 
and privileges were purchased by the Precious Blood of Jesus. 

How pleased our Blessed Mother will be if you complete this rose- 
garland for her feast day! We would be happy if you would write to 
us, telling how you are preparing your wreath — the special acts you 
are practicing to make it beautiful. For each gift of love, each lovely 
blossom we give to Mary, she will have a special gift for us or for our 
loved ones, so let us be generous in giving our roses to her. (You may 
complete the picture in the way you think it would be most pleasing to 
Our Blessed Mother — by giving her a soft blue mantle, coloring the 
wings of the little angels, etc.) 


PRACTICE: Work zealously at your May-wreath for Mary, by 
performing the little acts faithfully and coloring the roses as nicely 
as possible. 

ASPIRATION: Sweet Mary, my Mother, I love you; teach me to 
love you and Jesus always more and more, 


Our Press We hope during May our little “Crusaders” will gain 

Crusade: some new subscriptions in honor of Our Blessed Mother, 

for by spreading ‘‘Tabernacle and Purgatory” you will 

also help to make her better known and loved. Be sure to notice the 
list of fine prizes on the circular enclosed. 


Little Joseph 


Copyright 1935 





Chapter III — Ripening Fruits 


Devotion to Mary 

OSEPH’S childlike devotion to the Mother of God stands out as a 
beautiful example of the love and homage we owe to Mary as 
the Mother of our Redeemer. How cruel were the thorns that 
pierced her gentle heart when she witnessed the agonized suffering of 
the crucifixion! To love and honor her, is to love and honor her Son. 
Joseph was richly bléssed in his love for her, finding under her tender 

guidance a safe pathway to the Heart of her Divine Son. 

During the month of May, he placed her statue on his little altar 
and surrounded it with flowers. They were his constant offerings, his 
whispered messages of love. He wanted an abundance of all kinds of 
blossoms, and was ever willing to assist his grandmother in caring for 
them. The spring before he died, aided by his grandmother, he reset 
with painstaking care, in a sunny place in the garden, a certain bush 
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bearing red blossoms, which to him were an emblem of the Sacred Heart. 
These flowers are still thriving, and in summer are heavily laden with 
blossoms, seeming to offer their beauty to God in memory of the little 
lad who had so carefully tended them. They are now a sacred trust to 
her, tenderly cared for and often watered with her tears. He also reset a 
large bed of lilies-of-the-valley, to insure an abundant supply for his 
altar. His little heart swelling with love, he confided to the Queen of 
heaven that he “would like to give her all the flowers in the world.” 

Anything pertaining to the Blessed Virgin was always of great 
interest to Joseph. One day he related a beautiful legend, told in class 
by his teacher, to an aunt and cousins who were visiting at his home. 
The legend ran that there was once a very bad little boy, whose one 
redeeming quality was a little prayer he would say daily to the Blessed 
Virgin. The boy died young, in the midst of his evil ways. There 
was grave speculation on the condition of his soul. In the course of 
time, to the surprise of everyone, a beautiful, fragrant, pure white lily 
grew on his grave. Upon investigation, they found that the lily had 
taken root and was nourished in the little boy’s heart. While relating 
this legend, with shining eyes, Joseph exclaimed enthusiastically: “Oh, 
isn’t it great to think that the world knows he loved the Blessed Virgin 
so much!” Anything that reflected glory upon Mary made him very 
happy. His aunt was greatly impressed by the manner in which he 
told the story, and has spoken feelingly of it since his death. 

The pride and love he displayed in his May altar were unbounded. 
Flowers, and more flowers! That was his insatiable desire. When 
told he had practically buried the Blessed Virgin among the flowers, 
so that she could hardly be seen, he could not endure the thought of 
removing any of the blossoms. So he procured a small box, covered 
it with white, and placed his Queen on high, so that she could look 
down on his offerings, arranged so painstakingly around her. 

One day he called in a little neighbor boy to display the altar he 
had so carefully arranged in Mary’s honor. The boy, very enthusiastic, 
ran home, inflamed with the desire to have a May altar too. Later he 
called Joseph over to see the result of his efforts. Joseph soon returned 
home, shocked and distressed. “O Mamma,” he exclaimed, his eyes fill- 
ing with tears, “isn’t it awful to put the Virgin Mary in the basement! . . 
That’s where his mother told him to put his altar! .. How’d they expect 
the Blessed Mother to help them?” He sobbed, wounded in spirit, to 
think that anyone could so affront his beloved Queen of heaven. 

When during the beautiful month of May the time approached 
for the crowning of the Blessed Mother, Joseph was in an element of 
happy expectancy. His voice thrilled with joy when he joined in the 
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prayers and hymns said and sung in her honor, especially when sing- 
ing his favorite song, “Queen of the May.” When finally the moment 
arrived for crowning the Queen of heaven with a delicate wreath of 
lilies-of-the-valley, his eyes were shining, his little face aglow with 
joyous rapture, revealing what the simple ceremony meant to him. 
In memory of this little lad’s faithful devotion to the Blessed 

Virgin, we shall here record his favorite prayer. At a certain place 
in the evening prayer, the family would say in unison: — 

“Mother, now we will say our beads, 

For our soul some comfort needs; 

And what better can there be 

Than to raise our thoughts to thee, 

Sweet Mother!” 

After this prayer would follow the Rosary, then Joseph’s favorite: — 


“Night is falling, dear Mother, the long day is o’er, 
And before thy loved image I’m kneeling once more, 
To thank thee for keeping me safe through the day, 
To ask thee this night to keep evil away. 

Many times have I fallen today, Mother dear, 

Many graces neglected since last I knelt here, 

Wilt thou not in pity, our own Mother mild, 

Ask Jesus to pardon the sins of thy child? 

I am going to rest, for the day’s work is done, 

Its hours and its momenis have passed one by one, 
And the God who will judge me has counted them all, 
He has numbered each grace, He has counted each fall. 
In His book they are written against the last day — 
O Mother, ask Jesus to wash them away; 

For one drop of His Blood which for sinners was spilt, 
Is sufficient to cleanse the whole world from its guilt. 
And if ere the dawn I should draw my last breath, 
And the sleep that I take be the last sleep of death, 
Be near me, dear Mother, for Jesus’ sake, 

When my soul on eternity’s shore shall awake.” 


The beautiful simplicity of those words! How consoling and com- 
forting at the close of a long busy day. The heart of little Joseph 
fully responded to them, and when his life’s work was done, the 
Blessed Mother was near to comfort and intercede for her child. 


His Two Mammas 


During the last summer of his life, Joseph seemed more than 
ever to want to be alone. His favorite walk was in the orchard, which 
adjoins the lawn on the west side of the house. During these rambles 
he was often observed to stop in his walk, to talk and gesture earnestly 
while gazing up at the sky. 
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Conscientiously he accepted the responsibility of the light chores 
given to the boys by their father. If they were forgotten by his 
brothers, he would faithfully do them himself. While his little hands 
were busy at their task, his mind seemed to be occupied with other 
matters. He would pause to look up at the heavens, to talk and 
gesture in his usual way while out walking. 


oid 





BEM MBM 


Here is Little Joseph’s altar, in readiness for ‘‘saying Mass.’’ His precious 
Christmas chalice is standing in the center. Can you find the 
Blessed Virgin statue hidden among the flowers? 


One afternoon in May, an afternoon that will always remain 
clearly stamped on his mother’s memory, Joseph left his brothers and 
cousins at their play, as he was in the habit of doing, and slipped 
away to the house, to bathe and put on fresh clothes. ..a very desirable 
habit, but not always practical, in the ethics of the small boy at play! 
On entering the house, he called out cheerfully to his mother, “Hello, 
Mamma dear!” Throwing his arms around her, he hugged her af- 
fectionately. “Dear Mamma, my own dear Mamma!” This spontaneous 
greeting was repeated over and over that last summer. Always affec- 
tionate, his little heart seemed filled to overflowing. The tender 
inflection of his voice imparted a magnetic thrill to those simple words, 
“Hello, Mamma dear!” Words of lilting sweetness that are now 
silent. Words that still echo as a cherished memory in a mother’s heart. 

On the afternoon in question, after carefully manicuring his nails, 
Joseph dressed neatly in a white sailor suit with blue collar, and 
crossed the lawn to visit with his Grandma Reiheld, who was sitting 
on the porch swing. He was especially devoted to his two grand- 
mothers, without however stinting his loyalty to his grandfathers. After 
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chatting for a time, he told his grandmother he was going to the 
orchard to gather wild flowers for his May altar. When she expressed 
wonder as to where he got so many flowers at that time of the year, his 
reply was, “Oh, there’s lots and lots of flowers, Grandma!” 

As he entered the orchard that day, his mother, from a window, 
saw him seat himself on a stump in an open space. From that distance 
she could not hear him, but she could see his lips moving as he talked 
earnestly, his face raised toward heaven, his little hands gracefully 
gesturing, appearing to be in conversation with someone. “He looked 
so beautiful and angelic!” his mother said later, her eyes growing 
moist when speaking of the incident. 

Finally, rising to his feet, he began to gather flowers, meanwhile 
continuing to talk, occasionally glancing upward and gesturing with 
one hand, while the other gradually filled with flowers intended for 
his altar. Only God knows with whom he was conversing, whether 
he was actually gazing upon some heavenly vision, or only trying to 
express to God his love for Him and his Blessed Mother. 

Taking the flowers to the house, he arranged them as was his 
wont, displaying each blossom to the best advantage, moving, arrang- 
ing and rearranging each bouquet so that it might present that which 
to his childish imagination seemed the most artistic angle. When this 
labor of love was completed, he knelt, and with outstretched arms 
poured out his love and veneration to his Heavenly Mother, unaware 
that his mother had tiptoed to the door of the room. 

His little face was aglow, and with deep feeling he prayed: “I 
love you, sweet Mother, with my whole heart and soul! I would 
like to give you all the flowers in the whole wide world! There isn’t 
anything in the world I wouldn’t do for you.” On and on he told 
her of his desires, of the love of his generous little heart. Not only 
with words and flowers would he love, but in deed and action. Like 
the sweet perfume of lilies, his prayers were wafted to the throne of 
the Queen of heaven in all their purity and fragrance. 

If at any time he was interrupted in his devotions, he would spring 
to his feet and shyly run from the room. Meek and humble, his sen- 
sitive spirit unconsciously revealed a natural aversion to display the 
fervor and love possessing and filling his heart. (To be continued.) 
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For Your May Devotions 


Rosaries 


(When remittance accompanies the order, rosaries will be blessed with 
the Bridgettine, Dominican, Crosier and Papal indulgences.) 


Medium oval cocoa beads on silver-plated chain, with nickel- 





bound cross ..... se Bak -80 
Large cocoa beads on strong steel chain; especially suitable for 
elderly people; 26 inches including cross .....................-..------ 75 


Job’s Tears Rosary — this rosary is made of capsul-shape seed of 
the Job’s tear plant, grayish in color, mounted on steel 





ehain. ‘miekel ‘teu: ereen coke .55 
Black cocoa beads on steel chain ....................2222.-----ceeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees 25 
Rosaries for First Communion 

SONS IEE SOOO PI ic nics cd oles cencboapeganabieeeastanemacebais -25 

eee GOES FOP DONS asic Srhienedsccint kiss -50 

Special Hand-made Rosaries; Strong and Durable 

Dark reddish cocoa beads on heavy German silver chain, 2 in. 
nickel bound cross ..............---- $1.25 

Rosary with beads of “Job’s Tears”; length 24 in.; 2 in. nickel- 
NE UI ion sti ti 90 





Imitation stone beads on German silver chain; length 17 inches; 
Colors: amber, amethyst, garnet, sapphire, emerald, crystal -90 


Prayer-books 


The Golden Book —a prayer book devoted to the Blessed Virgin. 
Size 3%x5% in. Morocco, red edge, $1.25; gilt edge, $1.75. 


Joy in God — A handy “Vest Pocket Manual” especially suitable for 
men. Handbound, black leather binditig, gilt edge, 90¢. 


Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children —a book any boy or girl would 
delight to possess. Contains 160 pages comprising Mass devotions, 
Confession and Communion prayers, the Stations, Visits to the 
Blessed Sacrament with other prayers, and 28 devotional pictures. 
Bound attractively in colors: Black, white, blue or red flexible 
cloth, 30¢. Black, white, blue or rose stiff cloth, 50¢. Black or 
white leather, gold edge, 75¢, 





Conception College and Academy 
Conception, Missouri 


A classical High School and College conducted by the 
Benedictine Fathers. Special attention given to young men of 
moderate means who wish to prepare for the holy Priesthood... 

For catalog apply to the Rev. Rector. 





ws Devotion to Mary = 


EVOTION to Mary has been acclaimed by the Fathers of the Church as 
| ) one of the surest means of salvation. Fittingly is our Blessed Mother 

styled the GATE OF HEAVEN, for through her powerful intercession 
countless souls attain to eternal blessedness. She is not only the Gate of 
Heaven, but she is also the COMFORTRESS OF THE AFFLICTED, the 
loving Mother of all her exiled children. 


The Blessed Virgin Library 


consisting of nine booklets which contain inspiring reflections and affectionate 
devotions will assist you to KNOW MARY BETTER and to LOVE HER 
MORE ARDENTLY, that you may approach her with that confidence which 


obtains from her richest treasures of grace. 


(Complete library, 65¢; individual copies as marked. Postage extra.) 


Devotion to Mary 


Shows the advantages of venerat- 
ing the Blessed Virgin; the power 
of her holy Name; her Immaculate 
Conception; the Blue Scapular. 
Prayers. 10¢ 


Under Mary’s Mantle 


Reflections on the prayer “We fly 
to thy patronage’’; consecration of 
children to Mary; her protection in 
childhood; in life’s trials; in our 
last hour. Prayers. 10¢ 


DeMontfort’s Devotion to Mary 


A “secret of grace’ for zealous 
Christians. Seven reasons why 
Mary is our channel of grace; in 
what perfect devotion to Mary con- 
sists; practical application; act of 
consecration. 10¢ 


Communion Devotions 
in Union with Mary 
A beautiful collection of prayers 
for before and after Holy Com- 
munion, composed in the spirit of 
Blessed Grignon de Montfort; also 
a Communion Mass. 5¢ 


Mary, Mother of God 


The great Mystery of the Incarna- 
tion; the Annunciation; Mary’s 
blissful privilege; prayers most 
pleasing to Mary; her seven joys 
on earth and in heaven. 10¢ 


Mary, Our Mother 


Our true Mother; our Mediatrix; 
our ladder to heaven; our con- 
soler; our advocate in death; our 
deliverer from purgatory; the holy 
Name of Mary. 10¢ 


Mary’s Seven Sorrows 


Contains a touching meditation on 
each Dolor, with practical appli- 
cations; prints of Janssens’ beau- 
tiful paintings, each a subject for 
meditation; and proper of the 
Mass of the Sorrowful Mother. 5¢ 


Devotion to 
the Mother of Sorrows 


‘Aims’ to nourish a tender com- 


passion for our Dolorous Mother, 
particularly at the Passion and 
Death of Jesus; graces flowing 
from this devotion; prayers. 5¢ 


The Rosary, My Treasure 


Inspiring treatise on the excellence, power and beauty of the Rosary. 


Address: 


10¢ 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





VY JF Vet fF ”~ — 





